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FOR THE ROSE BUD. 

THE BUNCH OF CHERRIES. 

Abridged from the French. 

One beautiful morning in 
that sweetest of all the 
months of the year, (May,) 
Mrs. Clinville proposed a 
walk to her daughter Emma, 
in one of the publie gardens 
of Paris. The young girl 
joyfully assented, for she 
dearly loved to hear the mer- 
ry music of the birds, and 
breathe the balmy breath of 
the flowers. Asthey passed 
many Stalls, filled with the 
most rare and delicious fruits, 
mma observed a bunch of 
cherries, arranged with so 
much taste, and so beautiful- 
ly interwoven’ among the 
fresh foliage, that she could 
not help expressing a strong 
desire to buy it, although 
she well knew they were 


early, and consequently high- 
priced. Asher daughterWwas 
generally simple and moler- 
ate in her desires, Mrs. Clin- 
ville bought the bunek of 
cherries, and with a Iight 
step they continued their 
walk. There were several 
persons enjoying the cool 
shade of the garden; but they 
were particularly struck with 
the appearance of a lady, 
somewhat advanced in years, 
whose noble and dignified 
demeanour betokened one of 
high birth. She was accom- 
panied by a young girl of a- 
bout Emma’s age, dressed in 
a simple white robe; but 
whose blooming face, almost 
concealed by a green silk bon- 
net, might have been compa- 
red to a cherry under its 
leaves. ‘The young stran- 
ger’s eye spoke its admira- 
tion of Emma’s sweet pur- 
chase; and she whispered to 
her mother, ‘*Would you not 
like to taste them? They 
must be delicious, if they 








taste as well as they look.” 








Emma hearing the whisper, 
modestly drew near to the 
young girl, and in her most 
winning manner said: ‘*Will 
you not enjoy them with me? 
Ce qu’on possede double le 
priz, quand ona le bonheur 
de le partager’’*—She rais- 
ed her blue eyes to Emma’s 
face, and withawarm ‘‘thank 
you,”’ brokeoff the first cher- 
ry from the extended bunch. 
Aftera half hour’s conver- 
sation, in which Mrs. Clin- 
ville vainly endeavoured to 
find out the young stranger’s 
name, they parted with mu- 
tual feelings of pleasure.— 
Some wecks passed by, and 
Mrs, Clinville had quite for- 
gotten the incident in the 
garden; when as she was sit- 
ting at breakfast one morning, 
with Emma and Gustavus, 
her only son, who was about 
seventeen years of age, and 
a pupil of the Polytechnique 
School, a servant entered 


{What we possess, doubles its vul- 
ue, when we have the pleasure of 
sharing it with others. 
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with a very fine pine-apple, 
and a note, expressed in these 
words: ‘I have just received 
a present of two pine-apples; 
accept of one, and recall to 
mind your own words: Ce 
qu’on possede double le prix 
quand on ale bonheur de 
le partager’’--signed, ‘*The 
little green bonnet.”? Mrs. 
Clinville asked who had 
brought the note; and was 
told, that it had been placed 
within the door, by aservant 
who quickly went away. A 
month after, as Emma enter- 
ed the parlour, she saw a 
white satin box on the table, 
and on opening it, found it 
filled with the most expen- 
sive sugar-plums. On the 


top of it, embroidered in let- 
ters of gold, and surrounded 
bv cherries, beautifully in- 
tertwined in their foliage, 


were these words,—-‘‘Ce 
qu’on possede double le 
prix, quand ona le bonheur 
dele partager.”’ ‘These lit- 
tle incidents caused many 
conjectures in Mrs. Clin- 
ville’s family. Although 
their delicacy suffered in re- 
ceiving so many anonymous 
gifts, they could not resist 
the manner in which they 
were offered. Emma and 
Gustavus did not scruple to 
enjoy the sugar-plums, with 
which the box seemed en- 
tirely filled; but what was 
their surprise to find beneath 
them, six dozen pair of 
gloves, a half dozen beautiful 
ans, and under all, a white 
cashmere shawl, of the most 
expensive kind! ‘*You must 
lay them by, mother;”? said 





Emma, “for I will never 
wear such articles, without 
knowing where they came 
from.”” Mrs. Clinville ap- 
proved of her daughter’s de- 
termination; and put them 
away in the box in which 
they were sent. ‘*How pro- 
voking it is that we cannot 
discover her,’’ said Emma, 
as she sat apparently in deep 
thought on the following day. 
‘‘Tell me exactly how she 
looks,”’ said Gustavus, ‘‘and 
I am sure I shall find her out. 
Is she as tall as you are?’’ 
‘Almost as tall,’’ answered 
his sister; ‘*but with a form 
light asa zephyr. She has au- 
bura hair, falling in curls on 
her neck; and blue eyes, un- 
commonly soft and expres- 
sive. Her complexion is’”’— 
‘¢Oh!  hush—hush, sister,’’ 
said Gustavus, laughing, “I 
would run all over Paris to 
catch one glance of a being 
so beautiful.’’—Alas! it was 
in vain that the young stu- 
dent peeped under every 
green bonnet he met with in 
his walks; this union of grace 
and gentleness was no where 
to be found. Some weeks af- 
ter, a package was brought 
in; and when Gustavus un- 
folded its envelope, what was 
his astonishment on finding 
the brilliant uniform of an 
artillery officer, with a rich 
sabre, to which was attached 
a paper containing these 
words: “My friend, the min- 
ister of war, has presented 
me the commission of an of- 
ficer, and allows me to _ be- 
stow it, on any one who is 
deserving of it Accept it 





for your brother; and ask 
him, if he becomes a hero, to 
take for hisdevice, “Ce gu’on 
possede double le prix, 
quand on ale bonheur de 
le partager.”’ Enclosed in 
this note was a summons, 
commanding him to join the 
regiment in eight days. It 
was all Tkke a dream to Gus- 
tavus, for a commission was 
what he most earnestly desi- 
red, yet scarcely dared to 
hope for. And must I go, 
said he, without knowing 
hev! seeing her! thanking 
her! “There is only one way 
of discovering this generous 
stranger,’’ answered his mo- 
ther, ‘and that is to enquire 
of the minister of war.’’>— 
“Oh! let us go at once, mo- 
ther,’’ said Gustavus. Mrs. 
Clinville, with Emma, and 
the young officer in his splen 
did regimentals, set off im- 
mediately, and received a 
most courteous reception 
from the minister. He as- 
sured them that Miss St. 
Leon, (for the fair stranger 
was indeed the daughter of 
the King’s most valued friend} 
would be happy to see them. 
On arriving at her house, 
they were ushered into a 
splendid drawing room; and 
after a few moments, she en- 
tered, accompanied by her 
mother. After warmly pres- 
sing Emma’s hand in both of 
hers, she said: **I discovered 
on enquiry, that your broth- 
er was very desirous of ob- 
taining 2 commission in the 
army: and I am truly happy 
in being able to show how 
much I valued the generous 
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sentiment, which you expres- 
sed in our first interview,.”’ 
Emma could scarcely speak 
her thanks; and Gustavus, 
with all the ardour of youth- 
ful feeling, promised never 
to disgrace his commission. 
‘‘We must make this happy 
day a perfect one,”’ said Mrs. 
St. Leon to her daughter; 
‘‘these ladies and our young 
ficutenant will not refuse to 
dine with us.”’ The invita- 
tion was accepted with pleas- 


ure; and on returning at the | 


dinner hour, Emma had ad- 
ded the rich cashmere and 
other articles to her dress. — 
On raising her plate at table, 
Miss St. Leon found a ring, 
composed of three brilliants; 
on the back of which these 
words were engraved: “A 
pledge of constant gratitude.”’ 
She put the ring on her fin- 
ger, and promised never to 
part with it. Perhaps my 
young readers would be glad 
to hear that Gustavus after- 
wards became a distinguish- 
ed officer, and rendered ma- 
ny important services to his 
eountry. UNE AMIE. 


Charleston, Feb. 15. 
a 
FOR MY 


Youngest Readers. 








Does Maria love to stu- 
dy? She ought to, and I 
hope she does, for if a lit- 
tle girl does not Jove to 
learn, study will be hard 
work. Suppose. a little 


girl will not learn when 
she is young, what will she 
be when she is a woman? 


That would be 


A dunce! 











sad indeed! But Maria 
comes to school with a 
smiling face, and that 
makes her teacher very 
happy; no body likes to 
see children cry when 
they are going to school. 
When she is in school, how 
must she behave? Like a 
good girl. When she 
comes up to say her spel- 
ling, she must stand still, 
and look at her teacher, 
and think of her lesson,— 
And when she goes to her 
seat again, what must she 
dor Keep very stillagain, 
and not speak a word, and 
if she is very good, she 
may carry home this Rose 
Bud, and read it to her 
dear Mother. 
M. W. H. 


Savannah. 


A little child, when dying, 
was asked whither she was 
going? “To Heaven’’, she 
said. “And what makes you 
wish to be there?”’ **Because 
God is there.” ‘*But what 
if God should leave Heav- 
en??? ¢*Then’’ said the child, 
“J will go with him.’— 
Some time before her depar- 
ture, she wished to havea 
golden crown when she died. 
‘‘And what will you do with 
the golden crown,”’ said her 
Mother. ‘I will cast it at 
the feet of God.”’ 


A child should never be 
ashamed to own he has been 
in the wrong; it is but say- 
ing, in other words, that he 








is wiser to-day than he was 
yesterday. ANNA. 


Savannah. 
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DEPOSITORIES 
FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


In consequence of the frequent ir- 
regularities and embarrassments, ari- 
sing from the present system of Car- 
riers, the Editor of the Rose Bup 
has been enabled, by the kindness of 
several friends, to establish Deposito- 
ries in various places, where it will in 
future be left, and where subscribers 
may obtain their papers by sending 
for them at an early hour on Saturday 
morning ‘The mode of distributing 
by Carriers will be dispensed with. 
The following are the bames and res- 
idences of the persons, who will in 
future deliver the Rose Bun on ap- 
plication from subscribers. When- 
ever subscribers chafige their resi- 
dence, they will please notify it to 
Mr James M. Bee, agent for the 
Rose Bud. 

DEPOSITORIES. 

[The different Wards of the City 
are formed by the intersection ef 
Queen and Meeting streets. Subscri- 
bers are particularly requested to send 
to Depositories in their own Ward.) 

Ward No. \—Jas. M. Bee, Esq. 
Tradd-street, south side, between 
Church and Meeting. 

Ward No. 2-——Mr. E. Thayer's 
Book Store, Broad-st. 

Ward No. 3—-Mr. Burges’s Prin- 
ting Office, Queen-st near Church 
street. 

Ward No. 4—Mr. Hussey’s Book 
Store, King near Liberty-st. 

Cannonborough—-Mrs. Antho- 
ny’s, near the Foot =. 

Mazyckborough—Wnm. Lee, Esq 

For other places on the Neck. 
—Mr. Sawyer’s English Good Store, 
corner of King and Boundary-streets. 





—— 


~*, Messrs. Purse & STILEs, 
have accepted the Agency of the 
Rose Bup, in Savannah, Geo. 
_——_RaaVa 

DIED—Of inflammation of the 
brain, Evucenre Roumi.var, five 
years of age, a remarkably intelligent» 


child. 
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FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


As we left New-York harbour, a bird alighted 
on our vessel, and continued with us during our voyage. 
H.G. C. a youth on board, was interested in the cireum- 
stance, and the following lines were written at his request, 


without premeditation. 


STANZAS, 
ADDRESSED TO A BIRD AT SEA 


Why, flutterer, with busy wing, 
Thus to our masts and rigging cling? 
Why wouldst thon fly across the sea, 
A wanderer to my shore ta be? 
Why dost thou, from thy happy home, 
An exile o’er the ocean roam? 
‘Think’ st thou to find, ’mid strangers there, 
Friends, who will free thy life from care? 
Oh, wanderer, turn not thou astray — 
Back to thy nestlings wing thy way. 


Yet if thou fain wouldst linger stil), 
And dwell with us through good and ill, 
Stay, flutterer, let thy tremor cease, 

And we will smooth thy plumes in peace; 
None shall disturb thee, none molest, 
So, little darling, go to rest. 


And when thou crav’st thy crumb of bread, 
Fly to my hand, and raise thy head; 
Thee will I feed with tenderest care, 
And though a stranger, with thee share. 
And when I reach my own sweet land, 
Thou still shalt perch upon my hand; 
There thou shalt warble, day by day, 


Morning and eve, thy cheerful lay. 


And when I leave this world of woe, 

When in the grave they lay me low, 

Wilt thou not come and sing o’er me, 

One mournful, farewell symphony, 

And o’er my grave thy vigils keep? 

Thou’lt not disturb my dreamless sleep.— 

Then wing thy way, to thy own home return, 

lor none will heed thee, o’er my lonely urn. 
MARY. 





SAILORS’ KISSES, 
PREPARED BY A FRIEND FOR THE SEAMEN ’S FAIR 
1. A Sailor’s Thought. 
O’er raging waves, and midst a dangerous sea, 
Ilow sweet to think that woman prays for me. 
2. A Sailor’s Wish. 
May Heaven brisk gales, fair skies, smooth oceans send, 
With sheltering havens, and a faithful friend. 
3. Steamboats. 
Jack’s occupation goes, if steam prevails, 
For where are sailors, if you spread no sails? 
4. Arrivals. 
Arrived this day, the good ship Laprrs’ Fair, 
Cargo and crew, most precious and most rare. 
5b. The Sexes. 
If man must brave the hardships of the storm, 
Woman adorns and keeps his shelter warm. 
6. Improvement. 

*Tis said, that Sailors, lately, have improved— 
Look round—no wonder that our hearts are moved. 

7. Jack’s Reflection at the Fair. 
Breakers and storms I’ve faced without a fear, 
But cannot boast of so much courage here. 

8. 4A Simile. 
Along Life’s voyage, what are Ladies’ Fairs? 
Enchanted Islands, fraught with balmy airs. 
9. The American Navy to South-Carolina. 
Of all my friends, where live there warmer ones, 
Gem of the South, than thy high-minded sons.? 
10. Female Benevolence. 

Thee, Woman, breathing this celestial fire, 
What can repress, intimidate, or tire? 

11. Contrasts and Resemblances. 
A Sailor’s cheek is brown’d—a Lady’s, white— 
The tear on each has equal warmth and light. 

12. Jack pondereth deeply. 

Though I allow the Captain all due weight, 
No vessel sails secure without a Mate. 


CONUNDRUM. 

Why is a drunken man like damaged goods under an 
auctioneer’s hammer? 
Because he is going, going, gone. 





—— 
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ANSWERS TO LATE CONUNDRUMS. 
Why is the letter ¢ like an Island? 
Because it is i the midst of the sea. , 
Why am 1 like a sugar loaf on a martial musical instru- 
ment? 
Because I am a cone on drum (conundrum. ) 





